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/WHAT 16 THAT... I 
'THAT THINS 

STARING AT US?t 



MAELO CINTBON, ED FEDORY, PABLO 
MARCOS, RU8IO, VILLANOVA « XIRINIUS 
ODNTRtSUTERS 

BORIS KARLOFF, CHRISTOPHER LEE 
HOWARD r. LOVECRAFT 
FEATJRE CHARACTERS 

...THIS ... IS THE ALMIGHTY EVIL ISSUE OF 
PSYCHO... WHEREIN UNMITIGATED HORRORS 
CLUTCH TOGETHER AND READ* THEMSELVES 
TO LEAP OUT AT YOUR LUNATIC-EmOTiONAl 
HORROR MOOD... 

4... OUR COVER STORv#i ... rHE SUICIDE 

werenolf..::.. contest corrupt r.COHtsts.:' 

16...TH£ LESEND Of THE MAN-MACABKE ... 
"WHYCAN'Tl FIND A SUITABLE VICTIM?.* 
IS.. PETER PIPER PICKED A PECK Of 
PICKLED CORPSES..." /UN POH &> HIM UMBem*' 
31... THE LEGEND OF AN 18th CENTUM 
GENTLEMAN : H.P. LOVECRAFT...".. A PLACE WHERE 
THE WIND SLOWS PERPETUALLY WITHIN BUT 
NOT WITHOUT...* 

Wand 35 this is THE slither slime misc. 

BEING, AWKWARDLY,OUR LETTER* PAdE 

B6...THE HEAP RETURNS ...EVEN A HEAP CAN Oil. 

US... THE TRAHSPLAHT..;' grinding TISSUE 

AND BONE TO ELDRITCH DECAY..." 

52 AND S3.. SCREAM SCREEN LEERINSLY 

LOOKS AT TniFRAAIKENSTEIH MONSTER: 

KARLOFF- 

*»...OUR CCVERSTORY#I TIGHTROPE 

TO NOWHERE ..."-BUT Z HAVE NO ACID.. ." 

65" .. FRANKENSTEIN... SKYHWLD Rt-WRITK 

THE SREAT HORROR MOVIES ...SATIRICALLY. 

SRD COVER. .CRACUlA..~.T**D*'ICtlLA 

4th COVER ,. IT...'. .AS 1 WATCHED, A SLIME 

COHERED KjNO OF INHUMAN TENTACLE 

SLITHERED UP AND OUT AND 3ROPED 

ABOUT NEAR MY FEET..." 

...THE PARANOIC EY'L NUMBER IN 

PHASE ONE WILL BEGIN 

...ONLY... 

...WHEN YOU SiOWLY TURN. 



..WELL I CAN RECOMMEND ' 
I IT... FOR OKIE THINS... IT'S THE ' 

ONLY MAGAZINE I KXOW WITH 
I TWO COVER STORIES ...0«6 
1 ABOUT ME ..TIGHTROPE 

l TO NOWHkfte... 



..UNDOUBTEDLY THE 
FATTEST HORROR- 
PACKASB EVER 
CONCOCTED BYTHATl 
LUNATIC GROUP.., 
TOG MOOD-TEAAII... 




..^ READER... ^ 

F3EST OF TIMES THEY 

1 HIDEOUS,, .AT THE WORST 

f OF TIMES GROTESQUE 

AT THE MOMENT THE 

PERSON... UGH...TKING... 

IS IN A STATE OF TORMENT. 

] WONDERING WHETHER TO 

I PURCHASE... TO PERUSE- 

OR TO MERELY PtSK AT THIS 

ilmqUr tVIL mux cf PSYCHO. 
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PUBLISHED BI-MONTHLY. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. PRICE 60 * PER COPY. My RESEMBLANCE Of CHARACTERS 



CONFESS! 




rov realize 
you will BE 

TORTUREDUNTIL 
YOU CONFESS 

CORRUPTF... 
SAVE YOURSELF- 
!W 




m 



...SME yOjRSELF .. 
UNCOUNTED.. ACOMES-. 



~NO--\ 

"1 WILL^ 
NOT 
(CONFESS/ 









--CONFESS 
CORRUPT f.— 

confess you 

HAVE KILLED... 

confess you 

AREA WEREWOLF. 
CONFESS... 

CONFESS... M 

CONFESS 



I OH SOP 
! HELP ME,. 







THIS TALE TAKES YOU BE YOND NORMAL 
BOUNDARIES... IT DOES NOT LIMIT THE IMAGINATION 
IT IS ATALE THAT TO ANTICIPATE YOU MUST STUDY 
CLOSELY-- FOR THIS 'SCENE'IS NOT AS If 'SEEMS!.. 
AS THE MAN CALLED CORRUPT F SCREAMS OUT 

HIS LUNSS zm\Ha;nm.PME ! HELP ME.' 
..AND SO 3TARTS OUR TALE... 



mm mem 



HEWETSON AND MARCOS 




Cj DON'T RBALLY 1 
KNOW WHAT 1 

MADNESS THIS 15 
BUT I'M GETTING I 
THE HELL OUT / 
OF IT... _/ 






. he was alright till they 
/made a woman for hl/m... it 
was a very foolish mistake... 
and pointless anyway— 
inventing a woman robots-he 
took on hu/vian feelings and 
emotions--when we realized, 
it was too late. ..we 
dismantled th e ' woman ■ -^ ^ m 

■ HE WENT !M&.J*~ffU"jjX 



VAh 







.KILLED--MAMED INNOCENT PEOPLE 
TILL WE CAUGHT HIM AND BROUGHT 
HIM TO BELLEVl/e FOR SHOCK 
TKe/>TM£AIT...TOiEE HOWi91« HE HAD 

PROGRESSED IN DEVELOPING HUMAN EMOTIONS. 






/ HE SHOULD HAVE BEEN DISMANTLED 
/ ALONG WITH THE WOMAN SOD 
ONLY KNOWS WHAT WENT 
THROUGH HIS MIND AS HE 
ATTACKED THESE PEOPLE 
THIS HELPLESS CHILO...TH6 
DOCTOR SACK AT THE 
HOSPITAL ■ 



' WHY WAS HE 

TSHOUTINS SOMETHING 

ABoUTAWMlWM/f 

tho? what has a 
inbrshclf cot to / 

idowith anithing?^ 

i don't know. 

a curious aspect of this case 

is that-- because he was so 

human-like in desisn-his inventors 

gave him ho hair so we could / 

quickly spotthe physical difference/ 

between the robot and man ... he / 

GREW HAIR ALL LVt HIMm.F...V 

AS TP mW-I,..PONT KNOW,-J 





WHEN THE DOCTORS RUSHED DOWN AFTER THEIR PATIENTS- THEIR 
;^II!l«/v&Si/!t/W'...THEV(9UICI<LV COVERED UP THE BIT* OF 
FLESH AND BONE WITH A HOSPITAL BLANKET... 




AN MXPLANATION MIGHT BE INOROER-BUT IT IS NOT 
FORTHCOMING. ..NO— WE LEAVE SPECULATION TO VOtf... 
OURS... IS NOT TO REASON WHV... 




#2....$2.°J> «3... * 1.50 #4 



*..» #a . 



mao -ultimate 
•Mn^Mffi.1 the 

USUAt -UNUSUAL MAN- 
BEAST WHO COMES 
JAJtOVOUR M'ND AND 
BE/10S IT IM... 



PSYCHO 




PSYCHO 



ANNUAL $ I 



$ 1.2? ONSAlE 0CT26 OnS*iF. DEC 2ft 



... LEARN THE MACABRE ORIGIN OF THE HEAP IN IS5U£#2 
-THEN TAUNT YOUR BRAIN CORPUSCLES IN THESE TALES 
OF FIENDISH OTHER-THINGS '■' THE MAN WWO STOLE 
ETERNITY'®"* BRAINWASHED BILL EVERETT IN #3 
'TRANKENSTEIN' 0Y TERRIBLE TOM SUTTON IN*4 ' 
AND LOSE COMPLETE HOLD OF YOUR SANITY IN • THE 
F/LTHY LITTLE HOUSE OF VOODOO ■ BH RAVlO RAMON 
TORRENTS IN PSYCHO **&... 




NIGHTMARE IS THE 
MAGAZINE OF CORPSES, 
CADAVERS, CREEPS CRETANS 
AND VVACAQRE CRASS — 
WHERE AWKWARD MANY- 
iMOUTHEP GHOULS LINGER 
HOB.RIBLV THROUGH 
ARCHAIC GRAVEYAftOS 
SLITHERING AND SLIDING 
ABOUT AND WAITING TO 
ENTER YOUR PRIMAL- 
SPINAL... GRAB ONTtj 

'mark of the beast 'bv 
Suffering syd shores 

IN \S$UE 4* i ..! WA/NELS 
OF HORRDX' 8Y BARANO'C 
PABLO MARCOS IN#B... 
VA/ A SRAVE BENEATH THE 
SEA' BY BEHT BILL p A yw£ 
|E THE ANNUAL. ..AHD •THE 
THING W THE ALLEY- BY 
ARCHAIC AL AND BYGONE 
BERN! WRlflHTSOM lN#9.- 
All in 




#s.-.$i.so #a--$i.oo 



NIGHTMARE 




BACK ISSUE DEPARTMENT 

...MP IN TNE PROCESS, MOWDE YOURSELF WITH MANY AWKWARP EVENINGS OF OFTEN-UTERATE SMMMnnrnw... 




have voumet the the hell- 
riper ? .. have you smashed 
into hell on the hor&or- „ 
Bike. 3 . . - grab onto these 2 
and only 2 issue5 of the 
original bike-riding 
superhero 3v grotesque gary 

FRiEDRlCH- WHO TEAMSD UP WITH , 
TOE BASHFUL WILP-8UWCM AND THE 
BEAUTIFUL LITHE-LIMSEP 
BUCK BUTTERFLY TO CAPTURE 
YOUR BRAIN PEBBLES AND SHAKE 
THEM OUT OP EXI3TEHCB... 




Raz^cgKraKJ 



THE MAGAZINE OF GANGSTERS , DOLLS AND ATROCIOUS, 
UNBELIEVABLE £V/L... FOR THESE WEIRD 2 PAT-ON £ S 
ABE ABOUT THE AWFUL DAYS WHEN ALCAPONE, 
DUTCH SCHULTZ, SASV FACE NELSON AND OTHER 
paWKS WERE WARLORDS ANQ XULEV 'THE STREETS... 
LEAHN OP THEIR C&IMES, i/V£S AND PRETENDED 
BRITTLE LOVES <N THE ONLY 2 ISSUES OF C#/M£- 
#IACH/A/£ ...THE MAGAZINE THAT'LL CRIPPLE YOUR 
WEIRD \ATTLE MACA&fZE Brain... 




ARCHAIC CaSH ENCLOSED...? 

for CRIME-MACHINE *1D #20 MAWE 

for HELL-RIOER # I □ tfZO address 

f rPsycno#2Dtf3n #^n #8aANNUALn ^sa^iop 

NlGHTMARE#ia #*□ #3a*oD#ClANWALO*ioD#iia cny wpsiwt 

_ . . ■ ij 



When vou look slowly and think/holy through the 
morning dust at the ancient, haggard rooftops 
of old greenwich village . ..you think of legends 
real and old-- legends dim and buried and 

FORGOTTEN Bi MOST ... REMEMBEfiCD BY 
ONLY A Few... 

...THIS IS ONE LEGEND... FORGOTTEN BY 
ALL... 



IN THE BACKYARD OF A CERTAIN OLD HOME 
IN GREENWICH THERE IS A GRAVEYARD, 
COVERED IN DUST AND AGE, OVERGROWN BY 
TALL TREES AND NAMELESS WEEDS , 
UNVOTED BY MOURNERS FOR THEY 

THEMSELVES ARE NOW DEAD AND BURIED 
'NEATH ANOTHER ©OILEP PLOT... 




■ML: f U I 



And within this graveyard there is a crypt- 
undergpound and ALMOST unreachable* its 

ENTRANCE BEING NEARLY HIDDEN IN OVERGROWN 
TIME- WHICH REMAINED ALONE AND UNUSED 
MANY UNCOUNTABLE YftWS — HIDIN6 SECRETS 
TOO SLACK TO BE SANE AND HUMAN.'. 



, IT WA6 LAST AUGUST I BOU6HT THIS HOUSE, AND 
IN THAT MONTH THAT I FOUND THE HIPPEN 
ENTRANCE AMD DEEP STONE STAIRWELL AS I 
SEARCHED THE GROUNDS..- 



1 S* V 


'Jjf " ' V 


^JMJgiJj^JI 



THEY USED TO ^ 
Dlfi THESE CRYPTSl 
AWFUL OCEP 
BENEATH THE 
GROUND... 
SUPERSTITION.. 
BUT THIS SWWW4Y 
\ SEEMS TO DESCEND 1 
ENDLESSLY... 

-WHERE CAN^ 



I FOUND THAT IT LED TO A LEGEND... THAT SOME- 
MAN SOME-WHERE *tt/ST KNOW. ..BUT WOTX... 
TO ME IT IS ONLY A FORBIDDEN MYSTERY. . ■ 
_ONE'CAN ONLY GUESS AT... 



mm 



-±: 



GOOD LORD. ..THIS IS 
NO COMMON CRYPT..JTS 
A TORTURE CHAMBER.. 
... LIKE SOMETHING POE 
WOULD DREAM LIP... 



I 











NOW— AS THE LEGEND CONTINUES, IT IS A NIGHT 
OR TWO LATER. .. 




...AND THE WITCH-MACABRE AND THE 
MAN-MACABRE LIVED HAPPILY EVER AFTER... 
FOR INCOME THEY KEPT A GRAVEYARD 

IN THEIR BACKYARD ...ODD PERHAPS... 
BUT THEN-- THEY ENJOYED WW 

WORK. , . 





UKE 

SOME THINS 

WOULP 

tojL DREAM UP...y 



..BUT AFTER ALL, ONE STREET ENOUGH 
OF A LOCALE TO START ASTRANSE, 
MACABRE TALE WHICH WE HESITATE TOADMIT, 

IS titled: 



...Peter 
Piper 
Picked a 
Peck of 
Pickled Corpses. . . 



there is not very much tosavasout mr, 
Piper, he is a shy retiring man who lives 
alone and, having little really to do in 

TWEED, HE WORKS A LOT... PUTTlN&HiS 
ENTERPRISES INSOOD ORDER. ..kEEPiNGTHEAnOENT 
YELLOW BOOK'S CFHlS L ENpiN& LIBRARY IN " 
SHAPE. 





...AND SINCE YOU'VE SEEN 
GUESSING ALL ALONG THAT THE 
BODIES AND THE MEATS ARE 
SOMEHOW LINKED ,W£ SHAN'T 
KEEP YOU IN SUSPENSE ANY 
LONGER ...WE'LL ADMIT THAT 
MR. PlPER OCCASIONALLY 
TRIES TD MAKE A FEW EXTRA 
DOLLARS BY STUFFING PEOPLE 
PAffTS ON HtS SHELYES.,. 

..THIS IS NOTHING TO SE DISTURBED 
ABOUT, BECAUSE THE OTlZENSOF 
THIS RURAL COMMUNITY DON'T 
REALLY GIVE A DAMN ONE WHY OR 
THE OTHER ABOJJT WHAT THEY EAT... 

-AND BESIDES, ..THIS HAS LITTLE TO DO 

WITH OUR TALE... WHICH IS RBALLYASOU; 

WR. PIPER'S LOVE FOR ANIMALS... 



THE CHILDREN OF TWEED DAILY COME TO PLAY 
WTH MR. PIPER'S PETS ...AND ARE GENUIN&FRiENDS 
TO THE OLDMANW/HO, AT AGE 78 FINDS HIMSELF 
NEAR DEATH... 



...AND (WAKING SURE TWEED'S ONLY DELI IS WELL 
STOCKED WITH MANY PICKLED MEATS AND PRESERVES. 




his collection includes cats, doss, frogs raccoons , hoot owls, sophers, parrots, chipmunks , 
turtles.rabsitslizards.beavers., squirrels, p.seons, skunks, lynxes, salamanders. porcupines and 
several field mce...ailof whom are lovingly and tenderly cared for sythe soft-hearted mr. 
piper. ..who cannot &ring himself to turn away a pair op sad eyes from his door 







...GETTING ONTO HIS HANDS AND KNE£S,HE PlNDS A MNI-MACASRE 
ANIMAL ABOUT THE SHE OP OSCAR, WALLY, RENE AND TINY TIM --HIS 
TAWS FIELD MICE—THE NEVER ENDING SOUNDS THAT CAME FROM 
THE ANIMAL'S MOUTH WHERE A$TQMSWNG. 





THEN IT SCURRIED ACROSS THE ROOM AND STOOD IN 
THE DOORWAY OF THE FUNERAL PARLOR AND SAVE 
THE APPEARANCE OF 'MOTJONIN& FOR THE 
AMUSED MORTICIAN TO 
FOLLOW HIM,.. 




THE OLD MAN'S SMILE SLOWLV VANISHED NOW AS 
THE ANIMAL BOUNCED OVER TO WHERE HE HAD 
SEEN EMBALMING A CORPSE JT CRAWLED UP THE 
LEG OF THE TABLE AND OUMPED UPAUD DOWN 
ON THE CORPSES' CHEST,- 



_ AiEtD ce-.c^» ' 

r PLEf^t/FC«^ FORfif 
. FORFORFOR©vKiiNKLY<V J 

fcop VheF=e& 



:^3JNT>- 







...WAIT A MINUTE 

THERE LITTLE 

FELLAH... 




...THEN IT RETURNED AND STOOD IN 
THE DOORWAY, CARRYING IN ITS 
ARMS ITS DEAD LITTLE WIFE... 



...MR. PIPER PICKED UP THE WlFE-ANlMAL AND 
CARRIED IT TO A TABLE WHERE HE LAlD IT DOWN 
GENTLY.., HE WENT OVER TO HIS CUPBOARD 
AND WITHDREW A HYPODERMIC NEEDLE AND A 
SMALL AMOUNT OF EMBALMING 
FLUID. 



WHILE THE" MlNl-AWCASRE 

husband watched... the 
mortician inserted the 
hypodermic needle in the 
arm of the woman and 
slowlv pumped the 
fluid into her 
dead veins... 




.HE TURNED TO THE MOURNINS HUSBAND AND INDICATED 
HE HAD DONE ALL THffT WA5 NEC6SSARY..THE ANIMAL-AWN / 
LOOKED FIRST AT HIS WIFE'S REMAINS AND THEN AT Ml? PIPER/ 
,„H£ WALKED OVER TO HIS OPEN HAND A.NDPRESSED SOMETHING/ 
IN IT... 




MR. PIPER SMILED AND WALKED OUT ONTO HIS 
VERANDA ...HE COULD SEE THE TINY SPACECRAFT 
WEAVING ITS WAY UP FROM A NEARB* CLUMP OF 
TREES, «E IT SEEM TO HOVER FOR A MOMENT 
OVER THE FUNERAL PARLOR..THEN SHIFT OFF INTO 
THE STARTS FOR HOME,,. WHERE HIS VISITOR'S WIFE 
WOULD BE PROPERLY BURIED IN THE CUSTOMS OF THE 
FAR-OFF PLANET.. 



...this event ts probably the most e*tra-ordinary 
i happening that's ever taken place in) tweed, 
minnesota. vet the only citizen who witnessed it , 
Sits quietly on his veranda ROckins and listening 

TO CRICKETS AND FROGS AND PlAYiNG WITH HIS PETS... 





...AFTER AWHILE ,THAT SAME NIGHT, HE STOPPED 
LISTENING AND STOPPED ROCKING AND CEASED 
PLAYING. ..AND QUIETLY DIED- PETER PlPER HAS LIVED & I 
GOOD LIFE. ..AND NOW THAT IT WAS OVER HE HAD NO REGRETS, J 



THE LEGEND OF AN 18TH CENTURY GENTLEMAN: 
HOWARD P. LOVECRAFT by ALAN HEWETSON 



of an 

IBMimturu, 

gjmtltmvau 




Howard P. Lovecraft wrote and lived his weird tales in the pro- 
vincial town of Arkham in Massachusetts. In this 18th century 
place of prosperous peak-roofs, sunset-flushed ionic columns, 
Victorian manses, and slippery walls he wandered through the 
early-dark hours - stopping here and there neath barbaric and 
snarling tree limbs, pausing to think and write in sequestered 
graveyards • this macabre gentleman of American Literature of 
the twenties and thirties breathed into his work an emotion of 
reality unknown in other's writings. 

Arkham, Mass., does not exist on any map; but as the Rhode 
Island Historical Society does not hesitate to suggest, Arkham 
is PROVIDENCE, R. I., where Lovecraft's attachment was so 
strong it permeated all his tales. H.P.L. was a romantic, who in 
his letters actually stated he would have preferred to have lived 
during the 18th or 19th, rather than the twentieth, century. 
Providence gave him this opportunity, for in the 1920's and 
30's it was a town only slightly removed from that other era he 
so loved. It is a city that remembers him through it's heritage 
and its legends (though it knew not even of his existence when 
he was alive). The places where he lived are shrined to 
Lovecraftmaniacs; his birthplace at 66 College Street was 
moved and is restored at the corner of Prospect and Meeting 
Streets. 66 College Street is now the John Hay Library (of 
BROWN University), and houses the world's most complete 
collection of Lovecraft material. 

In the John Hay LOVECRAFT COLLECTION are all of his 
surviving original and typed manuscripts, his many letters and 
postcards to friends and associates and fellow writers, many 
hand drawn sketches and photographs never published, and 
many other memorabilia of this late writer. 

Lovecraft sold almost exclusively to the famous Chicago based 
pulp magazine of the period: WEIRD TALES. . . and existed 
on a near poverty income, which he supplemented by ghost 
writing for others - such as the famous HOUDINI escape artist. 

ARKHAM HOUSE, established years ago by his friend and fel- 
low weird-writer, the late AUGUST DERLETH, has re-publish- 
ed all Lovecraft's tales and letters and poems in several beauti- 
ful hardbound editions, such as DAGON, AT THE MOUN- 
TAINS OF MADNESS, THE DUNWICH HORROR and several 
others. (A free catalogue is available to anyone writing: THE 
LOVECRAFT EDITIONS, ARKHAM HOUSE PUBLISHERS, 
Sauk City, Wisconsin 53583). 

This man-macabre, this Lovecraft, is the inspiration for 
SKYWALD's emotion-evoking HORROR-MOOD. The writers 
of the weird tales in these magazines are Lovecraft lovers, and 
their admiration for him is reflected in their tales (just as Al 
Feldstein's E.C. comic publications are also somewhat reflect- 
ed), It is generally considered that Lovecraft's writings were 
awkward and poorly structured, yet, he is held in pualified re- 
spect by virtually everyone who has read his work. The 'quali- 
fication' being, that his strength lay in the horrific images 
which he concocted through the use of emotional description. 
This description, though often labored and long, never failed 
to conspire with its own context to evoke definitive atmo- 
spherics. 

...from: 'THE FESTIVAL . . . 

", . . there was an open space around the church; partly a 
churchyard with spectral shafts, and partly a half-paved square 
swept nearly bare of snow by the wind, and lined with un- 
wholesomely archaic houses having peaked roofs and overhang- 
ing gables. Death-fires danced over the tombs, revealing grue- 
some vistas,, though queerly failing to cast any shadows. Past 
the churchyard, where there were no houses, I could see over 
the hill's summit and watch the glimmer of stars on the har- 
bour, though the town was invisible in the dark. Only once in 




"SHUNNED HOUSE" of 135 Benefi 
in Providence which inspired Lovecraft to 
famous tale. . . 




... the restored birthplace of Lovecraft, an eerie and 
dismal manse when blue-black shadows fall upon its 
shuttered windows by night. . . 

... the sight of Lovecraft's grave in Swan Poin 
etery. . . he had no headstone. . . the only indication 
of his being buried anywhere thereabouts is a small 
reference on the back of the family monument. . 



. . . the publishers are proud and pleased to present 
this feature about the late macabre writer, H. P. 
Lovecraft, who so influences modern horror writing. 
Our editor, Alan (Archaic) Hewetson, recently spent 
a week in Providence, R.I., where Lovecraft spent 
most of his life. Mr Hewetson returned to New York 
with IT, the prose presentation on the outside back 
cover of this issue, and several other Lovecraftian in- 
spired tales "continuing the Cthuhlu Mythos" which 
will shortly appear, such as "WHERE ARE THE IN- 
HABITANTS OF EARTH" and "THIS ARCHAIC 
BREEDING GROUND". We wish to thank the fol- 
lowing people and organizations for their assistance in 
this Lovecraft review: NOEL CONLON, editor, THE 
RHODE ISLAND HISTORICAL SOCIETY; JOHN 
CROMPTON, THE SWAN POINT CEMETERY in 
Providence, Rhode Island; JOHN HARVEY, the 
JOHN HAY LIBRARY of Brown University; ANN 
BANKS, associate editor of English and American 
Civilization at Brown University; the late AUGUST 
DERLETH and his ARKHAM HOUSE PUBLISHERS. 
Thank You. 

Pk*flfl 










a while a lanthorn bobbed horribly through serpentine alleys 
on its way to overtake the throng that was now slipping 
speechlessly into the church, i waited till the crowd had oozed 
into the black doorway, and till all the stranglers had followed. 
The old man was pulling at my sleeve, but I was determined to 
be the last. Crossing the threshold into the swarming temple of 
unknown darkness, I turned once to look al the outside world 
as the churchyard phosphorescence cast a sickly glow on the 
hilltop pavement. And as I did so I shuddered. For ihough the 
wind had not left much snow, a few patches did remain on the 
path near the door; and in that fleeting backward look it seem- 
ed to my troubled eyes that they bore no mark of passing feet, 
not even MINE!. .. 

Theliterary learned argue about Howard Phillips Lovecraft and 
Edgar Allan Poe, refusing to accept them EACH as valuable 
contributors of personal and unique styles — argue and com- 
pare them, to conclude: Lovecraft didn't do 'this' in which 
Poe was accomplished; or, Poe could never portray Lovecraft's 
'that'. Perhaps the readers of WEIRD TALES were above this 
need of the intellectual to label device, for THEY argued not, 
and appreciated each author's own merits. 

,.."... past the churchyard, where there were no houses, I 
could see the hill's summit and watch the glimmer of stars on 
the harbour, though the town was invisible in the dark. . . " 
-a passage that might well have been written in the sequestered 
graveyard behind St. John's church on North Main Street in 
Providence, where at 4 in the morning, Lovecraft would go and 
sit and write. Years before, Edgar Allan Poe sat with his wo- 
man - Sarah Helen Whitman ■ wooed and romanced her in this 
tiny and old place, where no tomb is a hundred and fifty years 
young. In this place I sat too at 4:00 a.m., alone but for the 
spectral company of Poe and Lovecraft. 



It is a place where they were at home, near ageless timeless 
tombs that they imagined to open and thi ust out lunatic occu- 
pants to terrorize the world of the living; a place where the 
wind blows perpetually within but not without; where noises 
issue from heaving grass underfoot; where to walk is to become 
terribly frightened of shadows and things behind. . . a place 
not at all on this earth. 

It is not fitting that H. P. Lovecraft does not enjoy the reputa- 
tion of Poe; history, we know, will correct this injustice. For 
the moment, it is perhaps enough that he is loved and cherish- 
ed by the few hundred thousand who these days pour over his 
reprinted works. .. THE TOMB, BEYOND THE WALL OF 
SLEEP, FROM BEYOND, THE PICTURE IN THE HOUSE, 
THE TERRIBLE OLD MAN, THE MUSIC OF ERICH ZANN, 
THE NAMELESS CITY, THE OUTSIDER, HERBERT WEST: 
REANIMATOR, THE LURKING FEAR, THE RATS IN THE 
WALL, THE UNNAMEABLE, THE SHUNNED HOUSE, HE, 
THE HORROR AT RED HOOK, IN THE VAULT, THE CALL 
OF CTHULHU, PICKMAN'S MODEL, THE STRANGE HIGH 
HOUSE IN THE MIST, THE COLOUR OUT OF SPACE, THE 
CASE OF CHARLES DEXTER WARD, THE WHISPERER IN 
THE DARKNESS, THE SHADOW OF INNSMOUTH, AT THE 
MOUNTAINS OF MADNESS, THE DREAMS IN THE WITCH- 
HOUSE, THE THING ON THE DOORSTEP, THE SHADOW 
OUT OF TIME, THE HAUNTER IN THE DARK, and THE 
EVIL CLERGYMAN. . . to name a FEW. . . 

We recommend the works of HOWARD PHILLIPS 
LOVECRAFT. . . the 18th century gentleman who is the finest 
horror writer of this 20th century! 



photos: HEWETSON 
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this is the ShlCHeRSfcime PHGG 



. . .where macabre abomina- 
tion gather and muddle to de- 
nounce the mad-emotional 
HORROR-MOOD . . . this lun- 
atic expression of many weird 
MOOD-TEAM members who 
creep about on all fours search- 
ing out GARGOYLE EGGS. . . 

ANNOUNCING: THE GREAT 
HORROR-MOOD GA RGO YL E 
EGG CONTEST: 




. . . to enter . . . mite in 25 
words or more .why you 
WANT a gargoyle egg . . . 
that's all you have to do . . . 
we have TEN of them sitting on 
the archaic editor's desk and 
will award these awkward arti- 
facts to the best ten entries . . . 
we will send the winners their 
gargoyle eggs in a small card- 
board box through the mails. . . 
and we will publish exerpts 
from the winning entries . . . 



:flJ*' 



along with the winner's names 
. . . if you wish an egg, better 
enter NOW . . . we know the 
response to this contest wilt be 
awfully overwhelming . . . 
. . .speaking of things about to 
be hatched, here are some pro- 
posed doings of MOOD-TEAM 
members thet'll shortly be 
schedoled tor PSYCHO and 
NIGHTMARE publication. . . 
...by EMOTIONALLY-DIS- 
TURBED ED FEDORY: 'HER 
MAJESTY. . . THE CORPSE' . 
'MAKE MEPHISTO'S CHILD 
BURN; 'OF FLUIDS POS- 
SESSED', and 'THE BUTCH- 
ERED AT EARTH'S core: . . 
tour implosive usual tales of 
the weird from this demonic 
miter. . . 

...by ARCHAIC AL HEWET- 
SON: "WELCOME TO MY 
ASYLUM' fan appropiate title 
we assure you), 'HICKORY 
DOCK, AN AWKWARD 
ANALOGY', 'WE WETNESS 
IN THE PIT, 'AND IT WHIS- 
PERED, AND IT WEPT, AND 
IT DID SHUDDER, AND IT 
0/0 DIE'. . . all tales to bend 
your PRIMAL SPINAL. .. but 
the LAST ONE there is gonna 
take your so-called bent primal 
and chop it into little tiny bits 
and EAT IT. .. 

...by DYING DOUG MOENCH: 
'THE DEATH OF THE BOTH 
VICTIM'. 'NIGHT OF THE 
CORPSE BRIDE; and 'HIT 
AND RUN, MISS AND DIE'. 
. . . Dying Doug is dying to dig 
into more for a new and excit- 
ing secret project we're workin' 
on, a project, we assure you, 
that's a lot more exciting than 
those AWFUL PUNS. .. 
...by DROWNING DENNIS 
FUJITAKE: 'THE NIGHT OF 
THE MUTANT EATERS'. .. a 
tale about certain fetid fetuses 
who clamber nut of their 
wormy womb just long enough 
to define the emotional HOR- 
ROR-FOOD. . . 






...by MACABRE MAELO 
CINTRON: 'ONLY THE 
STRONG SHALL SURVIVE', 
wherein this HUMAN GAR- 
GOYLE continued feature art- 
ist somewhat parodies LES 
MISERABLE, by Victor Hugo, 
in a tale that will become a 
CLASSIC 

...by PARANOIC PABLO 
MARCOS: 'THE BEAST IN 
HORROR-SWAMP. . . we 
promised you we'd return to 
DARKKOS MANSION and we 
DOinits ORIGIN TALE sched- 
uled for PSYCHO # //.. . 



AC, by Awkward (and prolific 
too) Augustine Funnel! of Gan- 
anogue, Ontario; several sketch- 
es from Don Hales of Verdun, 
Quebec; 'SPACESHIP 8765' 
and 'TO THE CALL OF 
DEA TH' by Craig Hill of Red- 
wood City, California; 'EXPER- 
IMENT and 'OBSESSED' by 
George Kremin of Chicago, Illi- 
nois; and a plentiful pound of 
monstrous artwork from Daniel 
Kiryelazja and Scot Mkesinger 
of Medfiend, Massachusetts, , . 
. . . would you like to see a 
HEAP SWEATSHIRT?... 




... from you READER-WRIT- 
ERS we continue to receive a 
number of weird and enjoyable 
stories. . . including a blood- 
sucking 'NIGHTMARE 
WORLD' TOO macabre to pub- 
ish by James DelleCave of 
Naples, Florida; 'THERE'S A 
MONSTER IN ALL OF US 
MR. COLT, 'PIN HEAD', 'HI- 
JACK', 'OUR EARTH IS DY- 
ING', 'THE MEEK SHALL IN- 
HERIT, and 'THE AMNESI- 



. . . would you like to see MON- 
STER STAMPS from the pages 
of SKYWALD?. . . 
...we apologize to Wayne 
Foskey of Cordele, Georgia for 
returning a piece of artwork to 
him that wasn't his. . . NOW. . . 
will the guy who drew an 'un- 
dersea thingie' and who signs 
his name Foskey (but who 
isn't) please write us if he wants 
his 'undersea thingie' back. . . 
. . . and thanks to that same 




Wayne Foskey fiend-friend for 
his excellent story: 'THREE 

OF a kind:.. 

. , . meanwhile, Tommy Walker 
writes from Toledo, Ohio that 
..."THE SLITHER SLIME 
MAN' in PSYCHO #9 crept in- 
to my ventricle and stayed 
there lor TWO DA YS. . . " 
. . . while Leonardo Puccino 
dropped us a line from Boston, 
Massacfiussetts suggesting:. . . 
"Emotionally-disturbed Ed 
Fedory's ' 'DUESTION OF 
IDENTITY' in PSYCHO *9 
was a superior story, while the 
artwork by ZESAR made it 
alive and become real tome... " 
. . . Edward Wallace writes to 
us from Hattiesburg, Mississip- 
pe. .. "I still can't get over the 
Ray Harryhausen feature in 
NIGHTMARE ml., it was 
beautiful. . . " 

. . . Mike Phillips of Tornado, 
West Virginia writes:. . . "After 
having read PSYCHO #8, 
PSYCHO ANNUAL, NIGHT- 
MARE #3 and the NIGHT- 
MARE ANNUAL, I must say 
that you guys are doing a pretty 
■. good job. It seems to me that 
\miifjiew editor Alan (Archaic) 
Hewets&oii writing over 50% 
of the swry material but he is 
doing a terrific job of it. For 
some reason all of your artists 
seem to be foreigners but they 
too are really great. But please 
try to get more artists like Jeff 
Jones (see: 'ALL THE WAYS 
AND MEANS TO DIE' in 
PSYCHO #9), Mike Ka/uta 
(see: 'THE MECHANICAL 
CANNIBALS' coming up short- 
ly), Steve Hickman, etc. and 
make sure that Bruce Jones, 
'WILD GRAPES' coming 
up soon), Dennis Fujitake, (see: 
'THE NARRATIVE OF SKUV 
soon), Torrents, Dela Rosa, 
(see: 'PLOT OF DIRT in PSY- 
CHO "91, I really liked the 
t Gargoyle story, make all future 
stories as good or better as the 
one in PSYCHO #8, Marcos, 
(see: 'THE PRINCESS OF 
EARTH' in NIGHTMARE #70, 
and 'THE WEIRD WAY IT 



WAS" coming tip soon) Cintron, 
(see: 'PETER PIPER PICKED 
A PECK OF PICKLED 
CORPSES' in this issue) and 
have him do a full-length strip 
(macabre Maelo is taking over 
the HUMAN GARGOYLES 
feature you just mentioned 
Mike), Zesar, (see: 'WHERE 
ARE THE INHABITANTS OF 
EARTH? 1 coming up shortly), 
and Sostres (see: 'THE GHOUL' 
soon to be published) do much 
more work for you in the fu- 
ture. . . (you think we're on the 
right wave-length Mike? All 
those bracketted editorial notes 
kinda indicate we ARE!!) I 
really liked the 2 movie re- 
views in NIGHTMARE, but 
please try to review the very 
newest movies you can find. I 
am a big HAMMER FILM fa- 
natic so do as many reviews on 
their new films as possible, such 
as HANDS OF THE RIPPER. 
TWINS OF EVIL, DRACULA 
TOD A Y, and so on, and feature 
the many sexy actresses which 
always appear in HAMMER 
PRODUCTIONS. . . all-over 
you're wonderful. . . 



...THIS... 
\S£HOTIONALIY-DISTURBED ED FEDOKt 




..nobody can ever saythat the extra- 
ordinary mood-team isn't always 
trying hard to please. ..recently 
emotionally- dls tubbed ed and 
archaic al spent about 4 hours 

COLLECTING SAflffOW* ES6S FOR'. THE 
(iff EAT HOVtOR-MOOD GAK60YLE «S 

co/vresr...ACONTEST nobody 

INTERESTED IN MACABRE XEMORAGIUA 
CAN AFFORD TO M/SS ... 



. . . and on that letter, so ends 

our editorial tetter column 

this issue, in which we try to 

report what YOU have 

say. .. 

. . . you have something to say't 

Write! 

.. . till next Issue. . . 

H.I.P. 

-archaic- 




DAWN HAS NOT YET COME UPON THIS 
UNKNOWN PLACE... YET A MAN WHO 
IS A HEAP SHUDDERS FROM THE 
COLD NIGHT AIR.. AND EVEN SO, 
HE IS NOT LONG OUT OF THE OCEAN 
AND HE IS STILL DAMP WITH THE 
ATLANTIC AND DEATH... 







i: 



i a jst Bones heap... 

J EVEN AS YOU Mi JUST 
AQU/VERIMS MASS 
OF JELLY-LIKE 

SSMI-HUMANITY... 

..YOU SPEAK OF £/«S 

AS IF IT HAS A MEANING 

FRIEND HEAP. DO YOU 

EVER THINK OF DEATH 

SO SERIOUSLY? PERHAPS 

YOU SHOULD. FOR AS YOU 

WILL SOO/V LEARN.. 
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Id 



.../wo soswsrs ou« Wi£.. 



WE... yOU WILL SOON LEARN HEAP. .THAT THE 
MATTER OF Uf E AND DEATH 15 A BAUBLE 

you TAKE ..FROM MOMENT TO MOMENT... DAY 

2S.S5. ) ii A ii& THAT TO rAI<E F0R GRANTED 
ANyTHMa-Ltl ALONE VOUR VERyi/W- 
ISA MISTAKE you CAN ONLV MAKE ONCE I 




ROUND WO. 




..IT'S THE ! 

PMIN-VH 
CHANGING... { 

Changing bacs'v 
into *HUMAN..X 



THEIR IMPORTANCE NOW THAT YOU ARE 4 /MM... AltUM itft&i £^\4iMi^*9B A& t&'U 




BUT £JVO</lW OF OUR PHILOSOPHIZING. ..YOU CARE *Or AS VOU ABE BOUND AND M/W/f O UNCONSCIOUS TO 

AeflKTwjq Of JromsSNaHOMOlt as you will learn when you ahjW- 



VOH...THEPAINIS 

I BARELY ENDURABLE. 

got aie r/£P so r/fi#r 
l the hopes are 
, burning mi wrists. 



...WHAT PLACE 
. IS 77WS WHERE 
! SKELETONS WALK 

ABOUT AS MEN?... 
I WHERETWINGS- 

SROTESOU£ 
/ ARE THt: ONLY 
I COMPANY OF A 




iam not evu -- 5 

you /wasr 
believe me-1 *-^ 
am only0epei1din6 

my property- 
WRIGHTS.. 



mSL 




MSB 

ITfAUSOM M£..TH£WSI6HT... ] 
JOH£/>V !f. .. CRUSHING HIE!) 



HAVE yOO EVEM DREAMED Of SUCH LUNACY? 




many moms iatir as thimwh r. 

Pises prom the ocean a strange \ 4 
change takes place... and then 
an awakening... 



I'M BAHOAGED.. 
-OH THE FLOOR THE 

OLD HM-CLUTCHIHG 
A BULLET- THAT CAN 
ONLY HAVE COME FBOMj 

. « SLA^O^f -• BUT HE'S 
OEAO.' BLOOD IN A POOL 
AROUND HIS Ae/*--Jv*UST'ffi| 
INJURED HIM 

WHEN 
I FELL.. 




XDU WIN POUND THREE HEAR AFTER 
A FASHION, FOR you ARE RIGHT IN 
SAYING YOU'RE ALONE AND IN THE 
MIDDLE OF A LOT OF NOTHING- BUT 
LEST YOU THINK THIS BE YOUR 
CIRCUMSTANCE FOR LONG— YOU'RE 
WRONG... POF! THE BELL WILL SOON 
KING TO START THE HOUND AGAIN-. 
IN! 

the SMP OF FIENDS/ 

THE WEREWOLF WITM! 



WITHIN THE ST£IUl.e CONFINES OF A DOCTORS OFFICE •- SEALED BEHIND LOWED DOORS- SPEAKING IN A HUSHED VOICE 
LOUS DEVOID OFANVCWK* OR BOUTY. SITSatCVM/KKgCWAff... QUBBNOFTm BlwrtSS" 

rossKS^sm' Si""*" BOW "*" ""* 8EraK THE °< R > M ^" <* MvtNous nine'.' but, evee- 

n »F ™" EUC ' ' N ™ E 'F* - S *' SP OT "*"* ""«*«. IS HER KET TO A MWiW. SHE HAS 8UTTO SISN ON THE DOTTED 



mW&mfiTHu 

jd rlisio ^* 




WHILE THE ARCHAIC "FEMME FATALE" WAS CONDITIONED AND TESTER 
THE GRIM NEWSIS OF TIME PRESSED STEADILY ONWARD.... / 

GRINDING TISSUE AND BONE TO ELDR1TOM DECAY, UNTIL , . 





THE OefiO. UNHEEDED BRAIN OF THE DONOR HAS ! 
BEEM THROWN TO THE EVER BURNING FIRES OF 
THE HOSPITAL'S FURNACE.' ML SHATTERED 
REMNANTS OF HER FAST.... DISCARDED .'/ONLY 
THE BOUSING OF THE SEWS, THAT «£S« 
MONUMENT, REMAINS.. 

WAITING BUT TO SERVE 

ANOTHER MISTRESS.'.'! 





[irs STRUGGLING... ..irs same toO/E.'// 

TaoRBNAUN!!!!^ 



alii 






get TOE 

f ELECTRODES 
READ)/.'.' 



'b-*g^^mU£»^ 



QUICK, BRING THE 

^PLASMA BATH'Ii 



f^ 




if*®** 



SEVERAL WEEK FOLLOWING THE TKAMtflMT. THE RESULTS ARE 
ABOUT TO 8E VIEWED MBAKUV6S ARE PUT ASIDE, AS GLORIA 
MELBORNE LAYS THE DESlSNS FOR THE FUTURE.. 




[HE MONTHS PRESSED STEAD W ON. THE 
HOT AUGUST DAYS FELL BEFORE THE 
CftlSP OCTOBER AIR. ...DECEMBER 
SNOWS BlANKETED THE GROUND SOON 
TO MELT UNDERAPRIL'S WARM CARESS. 
THROUGHOUT THESE LONG MONTHS, NO 
WORD WAS HEARD OF THE ELUSlVB 
WTIENT, UNTIL BENSON HEFTED THE 
BURDEN TO MS SHOULDERS, 
SOUGHT HER OUT. 





In 1931 Boris Karlofl brought FRANKENSTEIN lo ihe 
SCREAM SCREEN foi Ihe first time. Karloff porltayed the 
pitiful creation of Mary Shelley, a weird writer of the 19th cen 
lucy who wrote her masterpiece within a few months in a con- 
test with her poet husband in 1816, Percy Bythe Shelley. The 
creature of Dr. Frankenstein's experiments was never really 
named in Ihe original novel. . .although the monster was 
characterized as the possessor of real and awful human emotions 
and torments. In the following selection by Mary 
Wollstonecraft Shelley, the Doctor (Victor Frankenstein), is 
about to begin his experiments. . .and describes the creature-to- 
be thus: 

". . .when I found so astonishing a power placed within my 
hands I hesitated a long time concerning the manner in which I 
should employ it. Although I possessed the capacity of be- 
stowing animation, yet to prepare a frame for the reception of 
it, with all its intricacies of fibers, muscles, and veins, still re- 
mained a work of inconceivable difficulty and labor. I doubted 
at first whether I should attempt the creation of a being like 
myself, or one of simpler organization, but my imagination 
was too much exalted by my first success to permit me to doubt 
of my ability to give life to an animal as complex and wonder- 
ful as man. The materials at present within my command 
hardly appeared adequate to so arduous an undertaking, but I 
doubted not that I should ultimately succeed. I prepared my- 
self for a multitude of reverses. My operation might be 
incessantly baffled, and at last my work be imperfect. Yet 
when I considered the improvement which every day takes 
place in science and mechanics, I was encouraged to hope my 
present attempts would at least lay the foundations of future 
success. Nor could I consider the magnitude and complexity of 
my plan as any argument of its impracticability. Il was with 
these feelings that I began the creation of a human being. As 
the minuteness of the parts formed a great hindrance to my 
speed, I resolved, contraryto my first attention, to make the 
being of gigantic stature. That is to say, ABOUT EIGHT FEET 
IN HEIGHT, and proportionately large. After having formed 
this determination, and having spent some months in success- 
fully collecting and arranging my materials, I BEGAN. . ." 
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...A LEERING 
LOOK AT THE 
FRANKENSTEIN 
MONSTER... 




POSTERS 

FROM HOLLYWOOD'S DEEP EST, DARKEST 
VAULTS COME LUGOSI AND KARLOPF IN 

THESE ORIGINAL I930'S MOVIE lOIILK; 

OF THE 2 GREATEST HORROR FILMS EVER 

mAG!NAM£... 

(ONLf *|.60 EACH PLUS 3S(*P03TAae 




FRANKENSTEIN-GA2E DEEP INTO THE «AD- 
MONSFER'S BROODING EVES AS THEY HANG 
HORRIBLY -STARING AT VOU- FROM YOUK 
DEN OR BEDRDOOA WAUL -THIS iSTHE 
FIlM THAT ^^ADE liORlS KARLOFF A flCWAt*'- 
/nflkSTEK ■' 




DRACULA- iNNiTE YQUR GhOUL FIEND UP 
TO YOUR DEN OR BATHROOM TO SEE THIS 
ASTONISHING ORIGINAL «Ovl£ ETCHING 
OF BELA LUGOSl AND SHE'llOAMBLR 
INTO YOUR AWAITING COFFIN FA5T£R'N 
YOU CAN PRY OVEN THE UO ■' 



PHOTOGRAPHS 

...COLLECT THESE MANIACAL MEMORY MOMENTS FROM THE LUNATIC 
PAGES Of PSYCHO AND WSHTMAIle (...PLUS A NEW LEERING LOOK AT LON 
CHANEY'S VNbNUimMtTOHOFTHBOftR* «t SKYWALD'SOWN MADMAN... 

paranoic Pablo Marcos... 

...these are genuine high-gloss, low- cost real 8"x ©"photographs, 

AND OUR SUPPLY iS LMTED... SO SET YOUR ORDER in AW... SEND INJ 1.25 
FOR EACH PHOTO YOU'D UKE...AND ADD 35? POSTAGE ANO HANDLING ON yoUR 
TOTAL ORDER..XALL ORDERS REQUIRE 3 WEEKS FOR PROCESSING)...A«EM> 
PRICE TO PAY FOR SOMETHING AS NBM> HK> MAGNIFICW WTKHfiZMK 
BLOW-UPS.. 




#1 THE V/gREWOU* vvi 
Choking throat 
OUT OF H£LLf 



L RtP INTO VOUR #2 FROM UNDER THE SANDS OF EGYPT 
**■ * FIEND CREEPS an AWFUL THING OF 

ULTIMATE PEATH—THE MUMMi-' 




#3. ONE OF THE GREATEST PORTRAITS #4, .PARANOIC PABLO MARCOS* 

EVER CONC0CT60OFA THING OF CONCEPTION OF THE MOST WACABRE 

£Vtf_ ... THE GRAV£G«OWL f thing ever to crawl Out of 

THE PBPTHS.-. 



THESE ARE GREAT FOR: 

PIN-UPS 
WALL FRAMES 

GIFTS (WEDDINSS 
BAR-MITZVAHS 
AND FUNERALS) 
WALLS (DUNGEONS 

BEDROOMS 

AND THEATER 

SCREENS WHEN THE 

MANAGER ISN'T 

LOOKING) 
PUBLIC WASHROOMS 
RECREATION ROOMS 
PARKS 

3 RING BINDER COVERS 
DESKS.CLOSETS, 
REFRIGERATORS... 
...CERTAIN KINDS OF... 

CHAIRS 

UNDERNEATH CARPETS 

ON CEREAL BOXES 
FOLD THEM UP AND 

PUT THEM INTO... 

WALLETS 
MUTANTS 
TREES 
SMALL RESTAURANTS 

AND AAANV OTHER 

PLACES WE'D 

RATHER NOT 

MENTION... 

ABSOLUTELY 
GUARANTEED 



THIS IS THE 
ONLY PLACE 
YOU CAN GET 
THEM ! 




^...CRfiEPlMe. ° UT °P THE SILENT FILM 
ER» COMES lOMCHANEyZk c"i£r 




#6... ey bad bill eve rett.. -the we/hoest 

l&TmP^t™ EV6R T ° EVEN 
BREATHE .-THE USUAL-UNUSUAL 

HEAP.'., 



SKTWALO POSTERS AND PHOTO DEPARTMENT 

18 EAST list STREET. Rm 1501 . NEW YORK CITY N.Y. IOOI7 

...1 HAVE DECIDED TO CREEP INTO THE HORROB-MOOD 
AND.HENCE, ENCLOSE % ',N wSSlTcaSH F§iT 



posters : frankenstein □ 
photos: *hq «d «d 



DRACULA D 

NAME 

ADDRESS... 

CITY AND STATE Zip 



PARANOIC 
POSTERS 

AND 

PATHETIC 
PHOTOS 

OF THE 
MD-EMOTIONAL 
BRAIN- IMPLOSIVE 

H0RR0R- 
MOOD 

DESIGNED TO 

CRIPPLE 

youR 

PRIMAL-SPINAL 

AND SEND IT 

CRAWLING 

INTO 

OTHER-EARTHS 

WHERE IT WILL PROBABLY 

SHATTER 

INTO 
LITTLE 

^ITS; 



HF NOW I/67EW TOME "fl 




^^^OLD LAWRENCE. ..y^ 1 










CALLMEOLO... 1 


Iff YOU OLD ID/OT... } 




I'M Y0UN6EI? 


Hr»- — ' — ~>c^ 


rflfl 




K". DON'T YOU X 




L FATHER A 


rfi'WL/Ze...YOUI? 1 






MIND 15 ROTTEN... 


i\Mw^-^^5 




SENILE... 






MY FATHER 16 0£4D... 


&.^»g| 


^■Rt/J* UH 


L LONG DEAD... I 




k OWN TNIS J 




fc^ 


m^PLACE NOW.../ 


Ut 


Pf "W* 


iwkl 


"4-T\S 


w SMjr 


"IflMrM 





Walk the tightrope old 
lawrence. ..walk it just a few 

FEET MORE. ..yoWLL FIND XJURSELF 
AT THE END... 




...YOU 1 


. . ■ , ■ |IH 


LET THEM ' 


CRUMBLE TO ■ 


PUT IT TO 


DUST...^M 


RUIN...A 






i -I* ■ "W'vC^"-^ 




^O ENDS THE UNREAL WORLD OF THE REAL ... FOR 0«£ OiO 

Jama/... oio Lawrence... who has died with much honor 

\AND PI6NITY... LIKE ROYALTY. . . WITH HIS ROYAL, LOYAL 




..FUTURE "OE- WRITES" WILL INCLUDE A LOOK AT THE PHANTOM OF THE OPgRA. THE MUMMY, THE RAVEN AND 
jPKACUtA,, 3USTA WEE BTOF LUNACY FROM THE , MOOD-TEAM WSlRDOS INTHC HORROR- MOOD FASHION...- 



' 



In an authenticated animal life encyclopedia I recently had occa- 
sion to read that sewers of certain cities in this nation today are 
FILLED withlndrmous ALLIGATORS. A few years ago it was 
popular lo posess an infant alligator as a pet. These creatures were 
shipped from their EVERGLADES breeding grounds in water-pro- 
tected cardboard containers through the mails to the excited buy- 
ers, usually children, who before long tired of the care necessary to 
protect and feed their pets. The pets, further, soon grew too large 
to be taken casually anymore, and in the end were deposited in 
mass down toilet bowls. According to the esteemed and credible 
report, these beasts did not at all die. . , but continued to live by 
breeding on human waste in the underground tunnels of the city. . . 
where it has been recorded — that on numerous occasions they have 
actually attacked sewer workers. This in no way explains the singu- 
lar and awkward occurence of August the 13th last in my home in 
Providence, Rhode Island, where I serve as a librarian to the ad- 
joining township PAWTUCKET pubhc library. Providence is a city 
noted for its weird and narrow and old streets. . . it was on, those 
mad by-ways that I met 



J J 



a M a 



JJ 



. . .by Archaic AL HEWETSON 

and illustrated by Macabre MAELO CINTRON 

On this night it was very btack. . . a hint of blue slowly walked 
over the moon as I myself walked, wondering over the peculiar 
youths I had met earlier; people of my own age but with such dif- 
fering opinions to mine — given always to skepticism over macabre 
reports, such as the one just related of the teaming alligator com- 
munity under our cities. My arguments as to the actual scientific 
plausibility of this report were received by mostly mockery by 
the group, who quite criticized my (noted) morbidity and dim 
and narrow attitudes. Perhaps, I tend to think, if they were given 
to the same physical weaknesses that I am they would understand 
better those attitudes, acquired, as they were, from years of tor- 
turous confinement due to my nervous nature and generally weak 
physical frame. 

I was considering their optimisms as I walked through those near 
blackened streets, and deep into my thoughts, failed to observe the 
cobblestones seem to shudder underneath my boots. I became 
aware of this grumbling only when I chanced to see a glitter be- 
tween the stones, and bended to receive a half-dollar piece some 
careless person must have dropped earlier. As 1 reached for the coin 
the shuddering and bellowing of the ground came to my ears in a 
fantastic rush. It was lightening moments before I came to my 
senses to realize that the pounding might only be caused by late 
night-early morning sewer workers, and that I had only chanced to 
stand above their heads as they went unfalteringly about their dis- 

Still, I quickened my step as I thought of the lunatic conjectures 
and fears that had, for a frightening few moments, filled my mind 
with uncontrollable dread. As I now turned onto Pine Street from 
Gamett Street I perceived a movement in the street just ahead of 
me. I struggled to keep my senses clear - but with no mistake I saw 
the black sewer lid directly before me SHIFT and LIFT. . ,a move- 
ment as of something greatly disturbed seemed to grow steadily out 
the hole. . . almost gradually I became paralized and found I could 
not move my body in ihe slightest. . . I stood paranoid and frozen 
. . .only my FACE registered the expression of utter FEAR that 
welled up within. 

As I watched, a slime covered kind of inhuman tentacle slithered 
up and out and groped about near my feet. The mushy slopping 
sound of the thing was almost horribly drowned out by the near 
intelligent, loud muttering of the abomination that continued to 
creep out the manhole weeping and clattering about and sucking 
the air madly. Three arms, if any man would call them ARMS, 
now protruded from that pit — they suddenly seemed to become 
attached to the ground by means of their suction sups. . . it was 
evident in their awful straining that they were PULLING something 
ELSE up from underneath. . . something unimaginable. . . some- 
thing GOD cannot lay daim to. . . something even SATAN might 
qejest in its mutant absurdity. . . I wanted to yell. . . to SCREAM 



. . . but no sound came from within me save a quiet involuntary 
sob. The cover now fell away completely and the rim around the 
hole swelled as a mass of grey-red mutilated clear-veined FLESH 
slid and fell upwards. . . it came and it came and It came without 
end till it covered the street and filled in the cracks between the 
cobblestones and surrounded me. It was a thing with no eyes, with 
too many arms to be named as a mutated member of the SQUID 
family; it bore no semblance to anything I had ever known or heard 
of or read of — but I was convinced it was bred not by mere unholy 
accident but of utter consurnate EVIL . . . 

... it closed around me. . . its leering flesh gripping into my own. . . 
and only when it began to CLIMB ME did I elect to cry out the 
shriek that was walled within me. . . and when I screamed even th* - 
BEAST seemed to shudder at its mad intensity. , . 
... I found myself unfrozen — but was completely surrounded by 
the thing; somehow die last shred of reason left me and I RAN ON 
IT. . .oh god. . .THE REVOLTING EMOTION I FELT AS I RAN 
ON IT. . , the utter MUSH of IT. . . I was running on fleshly absorb- 
ant quicksand that sucked at my feet and pulled and clawed and 
clutched and grabbed me as I ran. . . oh God. .. ran as I have never 
run before. . . ran a million steps to accomplish fifteen feet of wal- 
lowing entrenched fleshy squalor. . . 




In an endless run 1 passed through a parking lot and up to Abbott 
Park Place, a small square bordered by businesses on 3 sides and 
Providence's main street on the other, where, I thank the Lord 
was parked a police squad car. The police accompanied me back, 
only after much persuasion on their part, to the scene of the mad 
occurence, . . but no sign of the monster was found, and the of- 
ficers, justified in their conclusions perhaps, merely scoffed at my 
exaggerated and breathless report of the abomination. . . 
There was nothing I could say, nothing I might do to persuade 
them that what I had reported was born of substance and not my 
own admittedly agitated mind. They did not even accept the proof 
that I offered them. . . the bubbling undefinable SLIME thi 
coated the cobbi est ones, and the unexplained open MANHOLE 
COVER that lay an ineredrWe 20 FEET from its natural socket 



i 




...AND VERY SOON I WILL> 

BE PRESENTED AS A 
REGULAR CONTINUED 
fgATl/RE BY THE MOOD- 
TEAM IH THE /WANlACAL 

HOftROR-MOOD FASHION...! 
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